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the real phenomena of erotic temptation. In real temptation the
"flesh" does not enter at all. There is the generative nerve where
like a twisted serpent the scales of the emhryo Lust-Dragon sim-
mer and ferment, and there is the brain nerve towards which that
quivering forked tongue sends out its cry of confederacy! The
repercussions of both these things are mental, spiritual, ethereal,
astral, immaterial, psychic and as utterly removed from the
"flesh" as they are from ''matter." It is a thing of nerves, this
"brutish sting," this erotic obsession, of nerves and of the psyche,
the soul, the self! The flesh is pathetically, beautifully, gro-
tesquely innocent. It is in the nerves that all lecheries, all lusts,
all passions lie ... in the nerves and the imagination. It is the
erotic nerve, the tightly coiled snake with the flickering tongue,
always waiting to leap, that creates that under-sea of fluctuating
images, wherein Matter and Flesh have been reduced to tenuous
and filmy wraiths, but from which the "nerve perilous*1' can feed
with its vibrant tantalisations the excited soul! All good springs
from the nerves and from the mind. All evil springs from the
nerves and from the mind. Innocent, neutral, harmless, beautiful,
neither good nor evil, is the mortal flesh of men and of beasts and
of the grasses of the field!
"She is the test for you, my son," went on Mat Dekker while
his erotic nerve kept repeating: "I'd like to, Fd like to!" like a
rat gnawing in a hollow wall, "she is the test for you. You have
done what you wanted to do. But it must go on no longer. Any
man can give way to physical temptation once. Where a man
shows his mettle is where he refuses to go on yielding." As he
spoke Mat Dekker took off his hat and wiped his forehead. This
gave his superhuman enemy, the sun, his supreme opportunity,
and he poured down his burning noon rays upon that bare grey
head with redoubled concentration. "Not to- go on with a fleshly
sin," continued Mat Dekker, "is the great victory of the spirit
over the body. None of us can help yielding once. It ... is
. . . too . . . sweet But after the excess of the first plunge a
man with any character must pull himself together and climb
back into the trench of the faithful."
"Don't, Dad!" muttered Sam sulkily. "I've got to think. You
only worry me, talking like that."